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BYNOPSIS,

Georgs Perclval Algernon Jones, viee-

resldent of the Matropolltan Orlental

g compnny of New York, thirsting for
romance, In In Calro on o busingss teip.
Flornce Rynnne arrlves at the holel fn
Calro with a onrefully gunrded bundle,
Ryanne sclla Jonea the famous holy Yhi-
ordes rug which he ndmits having stolen
from n pnsha at Bagdnd, Joncs meols
Major Callahnn and later In Introduced to
Forlune CHedsoye by a woman to whom
fie had lonned 150 pounda at Monte Carlo
some months previously, and who turns
out to by Fortune'n mother Jones tales
Mré, Chedsoye and Tortune to n polo
game. Fortune returna to  Jones the
money horrowed by her mother., Mrs,
Chedsove appears to he eng: 1 In somi
anyeteriova enterprisa  unknown to the
diaughter. Ryanhe Intercsts Jones {n the
United Romance and Adventura com-
wany, a concern. which tor a price will
arrange any kind of un ndventure to or-
der. Mra Chadtoye, her bhrother, Malor
Callnhan, Wallace and Ryvabne, ns tlio
Unlted Romance anl Adventure company,
2lan n rlaky enterprise involvh Janes,

yonne mnkes known to Mre, Chedpoyo
his Intention to marry Fortune. Mra,
hedsaye declares she will not permit it
Plans are lald to prevent Jones salling
Tor Wome, Ryanne stenls Jones' letiers
umnd cnble dispatches. e wires agent In
New York, In Jones' name, that he s
renting house In New York to nome
friends, Mahomed, keeper of the holy
carpet, Is on Ryanne's trall, Ryanno

romiscg Fortune that he will see that
ones comes to no harm ns o result of lils

rehase of tho rug, Maliomed ncposts

yanne and demands the Yhlordes rug,
Ryanne tells him Jones lian the rug and
suggesis the abduection of the New York
merchunt as n menns of securing I8 re-
turn. The rug disappears from Jones'
raom. Fortune quarrels with her mothoer

wwhen the Iatier refuses to explain her,

mysterious nctlons,  Fortune gets a mos-
sage purporting to be from Hyanne nak-
ing her to maeet him in o secluded placa
thnt evening. Jones recelves n messnge
asking him to mesl Ryvanne at the Euglish.
Bar the same evenlng, Jones Is carrisd
<off iito the desart by Mahomed and hia
scocamplices after n desperate fight, He
Aiscovora that Rynnne oand Fortune also
are captives, the farmer is
Y and unconsclous,

budly batterad
Ryanneg recovers con-

& aoloukness and the sight of Fortune in

gonptivity rovenals to him the facet
JMohomed Intends to get vengeance on
fhim thraugh the girl. Fortune acknowls
' wdges thnt she stole the rog from Jones'
room. She offers to return 1t to Mahomed
f hie will free nll threo of them. Miv-
homed agreea to llberate Foriune and ane
af th en in roturn for the sug. A cour-
ter I8 sent to Cairo for the rug, but re-
tiurns thint ¥
Chedeoy
New Yurk r
dom which does not Inolude her two com-
sanione  The onravan continues the jour-
ney fownrd DBagdad, IRvanne tells JToncs
hat Mra Chedsoye 18 the most  adreolt
ami ol the nge, and s ovorheard by
Fortune, The (hree captives are rescued
by Honry Ackevmann, who ls In chargo
of o carpal carican,  Mohomed escupes,
M™Mra, Clhedsoye dlscovera the ahsence of
Tortune nnd lesves for New York, taking
the girl's beloneings with her, Through
Torged letters Mies, Chedsoye, the major
and thelr nceomplives take possecssion of
Jones' New York home. Jones, Ryanne
and Porfune arrive ot Damascus, Ry-
mnne falls in his resolution to lead a bet-
dor 1ife, Ryanne secretly leaves for New
Yoric.

thnt

CHAPTER XIX.—(Continued.)
George came In under the time-limit
~of hig adventure. He had been upon

the most difficult errand Imaginable,
.at least from a bachelor's
"i view.

polnt of
¥a carried two hand-bags. One
«f these he depoeited in Fortune's lnp.
“Shall 1 open it?"
It you wish."

“Why should I be? I am human; 1
have slept and lived for days in o
dress, nnd worn my huair down my
back for lack of hairpins and combs.
I am sure that it 1s a very nice night-
gown."

Loughter overcame her, He
laughed, too; not because the situn-
tlon appealed to him as laughable,
but bBoeause there wns something, an
indefinable something, in that laugh-
tor of hers thal mada him wonderfully
happy.

“Ar. Jones

“George,”

"

he deter-

interrupled
minediy.

“Prother George, it was very kind

!and thoughtful of you . Not one man

in o thousand would have thought of
—af tair-pinsg!" More laugh:
ter,

“1 didn’t think of them;
clerk."”

"Ho .

“She."”

"Well, then, she will achleve groat
things,"” Ughtly, though her heart was
full.

Tuetfully he reached over and awept
up the money,

“Shall 1 ever ba able to repay you?"
shoe gald,

“Yes, by letting me be your broth.
ar; by not declding the future till we
land in Naples; by letting me keep In
touch with you, whatever your ulti-
mate declgion may be, That Isn’t
much. Will yon promise that?"

"y eg.

They spoke no more of Ryanne, It
was as though he hnd dropped out
of thelr lives completely, To a cer-
tain extent he had. They were to meet
him again, however, in the last act of
this whimsieal drama, which had
drawn them bhoth out of the common-
place and dropped them for a full spin
upon the whirliglg of life.

In due time they arrived at Alexan-
drin. There they found the greaf
tranzatlantie liner, homeward bound.

Ryaune wonld beatthem into New
York by ten diys, He had picked up
a boat of the P. & O, line at Port Sald,
salling without stop to Marseilles.
From there to Cherbourg was a trl-
fling journey.

George knew the caplain, and the
captain not only knew George, but
had known George's father before
him. The young man went to the
heart of the matter at once; and when
he had finished his remarkable tale,
the captain lowered his cigar.

“And all this happened in the year
1909-1910! If any one but you, Mr
Jones, had told me this, I'd have sent
him ashore as a lunade. You have
reported 1t?”

“What good would it do? We are
out < it, and that's enough. More,
we do not want any one to know what

it was the

ve've been through. If the news-

“Everything WIll Come Out All Right in the End,” He Encouraged.

Bhe noted his embarrassment, and
her immediate curiosity was not to be
dented. She slipped the cateh and
looked inside. There were combs and
drushes, sonp and toelh-powder nund
rale, a manleureset, & poalr of soft
swoolen sllppers, and . . Bhe
lanced up quickly, The faintest rose
stole under her cheeks, 1t was droll;
At wos pathetically funny, Bhe would
ibave givén worlds to bave seen him
wmaking the purchases.

“You sre mot offendei?” he stam-

Jmered,

papers got hold of it, there would be
no lyving”

“You leave it to me,"” sald the big-
hearted German. “From here to Na-
ples she shall be as mine own daugh-
ter. You haye not told me all?"

;‘lNo; only what I had of necessity to
le .Ol

“Well, you koow best. | shall do
my share to make her feel at home,
Bhe Is as pretty as a flower.”

'ﬁo this George agreed, but not ver
hally, .

The stevwer weighed anghor at sx
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o'clock that evening, with only a
handful of passengers for the trip to
Naples. George had wired from Da-
maseus to Calro to have his luggage
senf on, and he saw It put aboard him-
self. Without letting Fortune know,
lie hnd alzo telegraphed the hotel to
forward whatever she had left; but
the return wire informed him that
Mra. Chedsoye had taken everything. |

They were leaning againat the star-!
board rail, watching the slowly con:
verging llghts of the harbor. Fortune
had borrowed a cloak from her stew-
ardess and George wore the mufrti of
the first-oflicer, The captain had of-
fered his, but George had declinefl.
He would have been lost in Its ample
folds,

“I ean not understand why they
made no effort to find you,” he muded.
“It doesn't seem quite human.”

“Don’t you understand? It is Alm-
ple. My mother believes that Horace
and I ran away together. If not that,
I ran away myself, asm I that dny
threatened to do, In either came, she
saw nothing could be done in tryifig to
find out where I had gone. Perhaps
she knows exactly what dld happen.
Doubtless she has gent on my things
to Mentone, which, of ecourse, I ehall
never gee agnin,. No. no! 1 ean not
go back there. I have known the
misery of suspense long anough.'” She
lowered her head to the rail.

He came quite near to her. His
arms went out toward her, only to
drop down. He must walt. It was
very hard. But nothing prevented his
putting forth n hand to press hers re-
asauringly, and esaying: “Don’t do
that, Fortune. It makes my heart
ache to gece a woman ery.”

“I am not crying,” came in muflled
tones, I am only sad, and tired,
tired.”

“Everything will come out all right
in the end,” he encouraged. “0Of course
you are tired. What woman wouldn't
e, having gone through what you
have? Here; let's sit In ths steam-
er-chairg till the bugle blows for din-
ner., I'm a bit fagged out myself.”

They lay back In the chairs, and no
longer cared to talk. The lightas twin-
kiad, but fainter and falnter, till at
last only the pale line between the
sky and the sean remalned. B8he
turned her head and looked sharply at
him. He was sound asleep. “Poor
boy!" she murmured softly. “How
care-worn!" There was something
grotegque in the mask of desert tan
and shaven skin, How patlent he had
been through it all, and how kind and
gentle to her! She remembered now
of geeing him that night in Cairo, and
of remarking how young and fresh he
seemed in comparigon to the men she
knew and had met. And she must
leave him, (o go Into the world and
fight her own battles. If God had but
glven to her a brother like this! But
brother he never could be, no, not
even in the plensant sensa of adoption.
She did not want plty. To
think of his getting those thinge for
bher in Damascus! . Plty sug-
gested that she was weak and help-
less, whereas she knew that she was
both patient and strong. . What
did she want? She glanced up and
down the deck, It waa totally desert-
ed save for them. Then, “clad in the
beauty of a thousand siars,” she
leaned over and down and brushed his
hand with her lips.

And George slept on. Only the blare
of the bugle brought him back to mun-
dane affairs. He was hungry, and he
announced the fact with gusto. They
would dine well that night. The cap-
tain placed Fortune at his right and
Georga at hig left, and broached a bot-
tle of fine old Johannisherger. And
the three of them had coffea in the
smoking-room. If the other passen-
gers had any curlosity, they did not
manifust It openly.

Upon fi ‘hat they had no real
need of & nr* in Naples, the
captain u y take the re
turn voya He saw more
than elthe g people, with
those blu eyes of his,
George pre {m know with-
in a dozen ealling. Cer
tainly For! wide one way
or the oths 5 time.

Both ha Vesuvian bay
many timé w-falling love
and Interee sd aeross the
bay 'In the rness of the
morning.

“You are
George anmn
ferred that
gald upon
his confiden
heavy fear t
for mail at

with me,”
me which in-
» was to be
But, for all
& great and
a8 he naked
inclosure at
Cook's, in th ttorin. There
was a cable, : ‘e,
“Now, For i
“Hove I & permission
to call me b ’
oWhy. .
* ’ ltll
" o-l!

“Then 1 g permission

-5

“What do you frighten a man like
that for?” he erled. “What 1 was go-
Ing to say 2

“Fortune*

“What I was golpg to say, Fortune,
was this: Here {s the cable from Mor-
Umer. I'm not golng to open it till
nfter dinner tonight. We'll go up to
the Bertolln! to dine. You'll stay
there for the might, while I put up at
the Bristol, which is only a little ways
up the Corso. I'm not going to ask
yvou a question till coffee. Then we'll
thrash out the subject till thera isn’t
a grain left."

She made no protest, Secretly she
wan pleased to Ve bullled like this. It
proved that among all these swarming
peoples thers was one intersated in
her weifare. But she knew in bher
heart what she was going to say when
the proper time ¢ame. Sho did not
wish to spoll his dinner. She was also
going to put her courage to Ilts au-
prems feat; borrow a hundred pounds,
and bravely promise to pay him back.
If she falled to pay It, it would be be-
cause she waa dead. For sho could
not wsurvive a comparison between
herself and her mother. Here in
Naples she might find something, an
opportunity. She spoke Frenolr and
Itallan fluently; and in this crowded
mneason of the year it would not be dif-
ficult to find a situation as a maid or
companion, So long as she could earn
n little honestly, she was not afraid.
She was desperately resolved.

Such a dinner! Long would she re-
member {t; and longer still, bow little
either of them ate of it! BShe knew
enough abaut these things to aAppreci-
ate it. IL must bave cost a pretty
penny. She amiled, she laughed, she
jested; and always a battle (o dam the
uprising tears.

The dinlng-room was filled: women
In beautiful evenlng gowng and men
in sober black., But the two young
pecople ware obllvious. Thelr fellow-
diners, howaver, bent more than one
glance In thelr direction, Ill-fitting
clothes, to be sure, but it was ob-
sorved that they ate to the manner
born. The girl was beautiful in =a
melancholy way, and the young man
was well-brad and pleasant of fenture,
though oddly burned.

Coffee. Georga produced the cable.
It was atill sealed.

"You read It first,” he said, passing
It across the tzble,

Her hands shook as she ripped the
senled fMap and opened the mesaage.
She read. Her oyes gatherad danger-
ously,

“Be careful!” he warned. "You've
been brave so long; be brave a llttls
longer."

“T dld not know that there lived
sueh good and kindly men. Oh, thank
him, thank him a thousand times for
me. Read it." And she no longer
cared If any maw her tears.

“Bring her home, and God blesa you
both. MORTIMER,"”

“lT knew it!" he cried exultantly.
“"He and my father were the finest two
men in the world. The sky ls all clear
now."

“Im 1t?" gadly "Oh, I do not wish to
pain you, but It is charity; and I am
too proud."

“You refuss?"
it.

“Yes. But when things-grow dark,
and the day turns bitter, I shall always
remember those words. I can see no
other way. I must fight it out alone.”

Love makes a man dumb or alo-
quent; and as George saw all his
treasured dreams fading swiftly, elo-
quence became his buckler In this bat-
tle of love unspoken and pride in arms,
Kach time he paused for breath, she
shook her head slowly.

The diners were leaving in twos and
fours, and presently they wers all
alone. 8ervants were clearing up the
tables; there was a clatter of dishes
and. a tread of hurrying feet., They
noted it not,

“Well, one more plea!" And he
pwept aside his gelf-imposed restric-
tlons. “Will you come for my sake?
Because | am lonely and want you?
Will you coms for my sake?’

This time her head did nol move.

“Is it pity *" she whispered.

“Pity!" Hia hands gripped the
linen and the coffee-cups ratiled. “No!
it is not pity. Becasuss you were lons-
ly, becauss you had no one to turn to,
I could not in honar tall you. But now
I do, Fortune, will you eome for my
sake, because | lovs you and want you
always and always?”

“] shall come."”

He could not believe

CHAPTER XX.
March Haros,

George, in that masterful way which
was not wholly ascquired, but which
had been a latency tlll the eplsodic
Jjourney—George pald for the dinner,
called the head-walter and thanked
him for the attentlon given It, and lajd
s generous tip upon the cover. From
the dining-room (he two young peaple,
outwardly calm but Inwardly flled

with the Great Tumull, went to ths

manager's buneau amd arrenged for

Fortune's room. This settled, Fortune
went down to the cavernous entrance
to bid George good night, Thay were
both diffident and shy, now Lhal the
great problem was solved. George was
puzzled as to what to do iu bidding
her good night, and Fortune wonderod
if he would klas her right here, bofore
all these horrid cab-drivers

“I shall eall for you at nine,” he
sald. “We've got to do some shop-
ping."

A tinkle of laughter.

“These rendy-made suits ara begin-
ning to look like the deuce.”

“Do you rlways think of
thing?"

‘Well, what I don't remember, the
clerk will,” slyly. “TIll recently | be.
lleve 1 never thought of nnything. I
must be off, 1t's too colidl down here
for you" Ile offered hls hund nerv-
ously,

Sihwe gave her’s freely. He looked
into her marvelous eyes for a mo-
ment. Then he turned the palm up-
ward 'and kissed It, lightly and lover-
ly; and she drew it across his face,
over his eyes, till 1t left in departing
& caress upon his forcherd, He ttood
up, breathing qulckly, but not more so
than she. A little tableau., Then he
jammed his battered fedora upon his
head and strode up the Corso. He
dared not turn, Had he dons 8o, he
must have gone back and taken her in
his arms. She followed him with
brave eyes; she saw him suddenly
veer across the street and pause at tho
parapet. It was then that she be-
came conscious of the keenness of
the might-wind. She went In. Some-
how, ull earth’s puzzles had that night
been rolved.

George lighted a cigar, doubtless
the most costly weed to be found In
all Naples that night. The intermit-
tent giowing of the end falutly out-
lined his face. Far away across the
shimmering bay rose Caprl In a Kind
of magle, amethystine transparency
A light or two twinkled where Sorren-
to lay. %ls gaze roved the half-cirele,
and finally rested upon the grim dark
ash-heap, Vesuvius. Beauty, beauty
everywirere; beauty in the sky, beauty
upon eatth, in his heart and mind. e
was twenty-eight, and all these won-
derful thingsz had happened in a little
moere than o many days!  F

“God's in his heaven,

All's right- with the world!"

He flung the half-finished cigar into
tha air, careless ns to where It fell,
or that {n falling it might set Naples
on fire, It struck a roof somewhere
below: a splutter of eparks, and all
was dark agaln.

T shall come.” All
dreams that night he
shall come."

Next morning he notified the cap-
tain to retain thelr cablns. After that
they proceeded to storm the shops.

every-

through hiz
heard it. *“I

¢ls, Theege were protty, and, belng
models, qulte inexpensive. Once,
George wane forced to remaln outside
in the earrlage. It was in front of the
lingerle ghop, He put away each ne-
ceipt, just Jike a husband upon his
lioneymaoon, Later, receipts would
mean os much, but from a different
angle of vision. He bought sb many
vislets that the ecarviage looked' as
though it were ready for the flower
carnival, He laughbingly disreparded
ler protests, It was the BSong of
Songe.

My shopping {8 done,” nhe enld at
lagt, dropping the bundles upon the
carrlage floor, “Now, it Is your turn.”

“You have forgotien o warm ateams
er-cloak,” he reminded her,

“Sao 1 have!"

This oversight was easily remedied;
and then George sought (e tallor-
shopa (or ready-made clothes. e had
more difficulty than Fortune; ready-
made suitg were not the easiest things
to find in Naplea, By noon, however.
he had acquired a Scotch woolen for
day wear and a fairly decent dinner
sult, along with other neceasitios

“Well, | eay!" he murmuored, gtruck
by a revealing thought.

“"Have you forgotten anything?™

“No. On the contrary, 1've just re
membered something. 1've got all 1
peed or want In my steamertronk;
and till this minute I mnever once
throught of it."

How they laughad! Indecd, so high
were thelr apirits that they wounld
have Iaughed at any Inconsequent
thing. They lunched at the Goame.
brinus, and George mysterionsly
bought up all the pennies from the
hunchback tobacco vendor. Later, as
they bowled nlong the sea-front,
George created a small riot by fling-
Ing pennies to small boye and whining
beggars., At five they went aboard the
ship, which was to leave at sundown,
gome hours nhead of scheduled time.
The captain hlmself welcomed them
as they climbed the swayving ladder.
There were o hundred first-class pas-
sengers for the tinal voyage, The two,
however, still sat at the right and left
of the captain: but the table was
filled, and they maintalned a guarded
prattle, * Bvery one at once assnmed
that they were a bridal couple, and
watched them with tolerant nmuse-
ment. The captain had considerate-
Iy left their names off the passenger
list as published for the heneflt of
the passengers and the saloon-sitting,
So they moved in a sort of mystery
which rough weather prevented being
solved.

One night, when the sea lay calm
and the alr was caressingly wmild,
George and Fortune had gone forward
and were leaning over the starhoard-
rail where it nmeets and joins the for-
ward beam-rail, 'They were watahing
for the occasional flicker of phosphor-

They Stormed the Shope; Irresponsible Children, Beth of Them.
1]

They were like March hares; {rrespon:
sible children, both of them, What
did propriety matter? What mesning
had cireumspection? They two were
all alone; the rest,of the world dldn't
count. It never had counted to either
of them, Certainly they should have
gone to a parsonage; Mrs. Grundy
would prudently have suggested it
The trivialities of convention, how-
ever, had no place &t that moment In
their little Bden, They were a law un-
1o themseives

Inte twenty shops they went; mo-
diste after modiste was interviewed;
and Fortupe &t length found two mod-

aescence, Their shoulders touched, and

George's hand lay protectingly over
Liors.

(IO BE CONTINUED.)

He Hadn't the Heart to Do It
Grouchy Patron—@ondness, © man}
Why don't you rid this place of fiiea?
There must be a million of them!
Regtaurant Proprietor—S8orry, ebr,
but I can't. Kind of a sentiment, you
see, The money that gave me my
start -here came as & prize in a son:
teat in which I swatiéd 3,040 meve

ffes' than wmy nearest spmpeiMosls—
Puck, U R




